There's no going back 

Written by dreamkatcha. Any related videos, as always, can 
be found on my YouTube channel. 

None of this would have been possible without the fantastic 
resources generously provided by immensely talented 
emulator authors, and communities such as Hall of Light, 
Lemon Amiga, Lemon 64, World of Spectrum, Moby Games, 
World of Longplays and Recorded Amiga Games. Thank you 
for your tireless dedication to preserving the history of 

gaming. 


■ n 

n 

r 



F r F F F F - 


In Ocean's Sleepwalker released in 1993 we play as a pet 
dog who must chaperone his owner to safety. Meanwhile, in 
the same year over the pond in Bensheim, Germany, 
something very strange was afoot in the offices of Prestige 
who had commissioned Sphinx Software to develop another 
game revolving around man's best friend. Although, get this, 
in Doofus we play the eponymous dog's owner, Tim, whose 
duty it is to take care of his pet How crazy is that? A boy 
looking after a mutt? The world's gone stark raving mad. 
Surely it could never work? 





Amiga Power wouldn't spit on the cutesy platforming double 
act if they were on fire, going so far as denouncing Doofus 
with one of their lowest single-digit scores ever - 4%. In one 
of their notorious 'concept' reviews, Jonathan Nash 
approached the unenviable task of assessing (excavating?) 
the game's merits by posing the scenario of a 'Mr Everyman' 
meeting god at the gates of heaven. Having cleared up an 
initial identity mix-up, rather than being handed the perfect 
platformer with which to amuse himself, Richard Q (not 
Richard J) is sentenced to play Doofus for the rest of eternity 
to atone for his criminal misdemeanours. 








Funnily enough, this wasn'tthe furthest Amiga Power sunk 
when casting aspersions on certain Amiga games they 
deemed unworthy to breathe the same air as Ocean's 
unquestionably brilliant Rainbow Islands conversion. 
Dangerous Streets and Last Action Hero barely got off the 
starting blocks sharing a pathetic 3% reckoning, whilst they 
rea//y had the knives out when it came to putting Kick Off '96 
through its paces. That received an unbelievably double- 
take-iferous 'why did they even bother?' 1%. 











































But how much of it was shock-jocking, sensationalist, dare to 
be different hyperbole? Ever-proud of their status as 
kowtowing publisher puppet refuseniks, it was often hard to 
tell. So with determination to unravel the truth, let us 

together discover one drip-fed point at a time by way of a 
textual-visual retrospective, shall we? Blimey Charlie, what a 
tease! 

The apparently dire pseudo-English German-translated 
manual is missing in action so all I've been able to glean of 
the plot is that somehow we've been transported into a 
strange land with our faithful - yet extremely dense in the 
brains department - pooch in tow. 

Our mission is to stay alive long enough to fathom out how to 

























get back home, as well as to collect letters spelling out the 
word 'bonus', as in certain 'de-Comic Reliefed' versions of 
Sleepwalker incidentally. 



Having nabbed the final letter in the set, we're rewarded with 
a happy-clappy screen that exclaims, wait for it, 'bonus'! 
What this achieves otherwise I haven't got the foggiest clue. 
Our life counter isn't suddenly treated to a boost, nor is the 
points tally, which continually escalates in any case. 

Returning home - wherever that might be - inevitably entails 
traipsing through the wacky alien realm of Somewheresville 
shooting moving things to stop them moving, and picking up 
random objects that don't, and never did. A typical, garish, 
collectathon platformer then, albeit with the additional 
novelty of having to babysit a dog we have absolutely no 
control over. 
















Doofus mooches about a few paces behind Tim - as in Fire 
and Ice - rather like a befuddled shadow with a death-wish, 
only offering no help whatsoever until we reach a dog house 
teleporter, at which point the focus of our control switches to 
him. Pre-release previews c/Zc/indicate that Doofus would fire 
in synchrony with Tim, only someone must have forgotten to 
tell the coder to make it happen. So it didn't. And he can't. 











During the bonus stage that follows, featuring an 
unsupervised, Timless Doofus, the goal is to grab anything 
that looks remotely like it might confer points or power-ups; 
hardly a struggle since we're afforded ample time. With 
everything scooped up, we switch back to normal play mode 
by exiting through another dog house. 









Killing enemies with our inexplicable blue pellets results in 
the appearance of blood money that can be used in the shop 
to buy various goodies, assuming we haven't already 
stumbled across the same items littering up the place in 
bottles. These are activated by pulling down on the joystick 
and simultaneously pressing fire, and include a protective 
floating bubble that allows the two of us to commute way 
above the platforms out of harm's way, a smart bomb, doggy 
invisibility potion, and a coma-inducing gizmo to temporarily 
neutralise the baddies. 


















I wouldn't recommend the ar?f/-power-up that reverses our 
controls. Listen game designers, it's not big and it's not 
clever, just immensely cliche and annoying, so just pack it in, 
OK? 




























Enemies, while varying from one level to the next, behave 
identically. Many simply bounce on the spot so can easily be 
ignored or dispatched from a safe distance. Regardless, they 
all possess the survival instincts of a mythical lemming. 
Some - such as barrels, rolling snowballs and spiders - are 
invulnerable so must be swerved rather than attacked. 
Snapping animal-poaching traps and menacing spikes 
appear throughout the game on all levels. 





There are 12 levels to explore altogether, split between 3 
brazenly recycled, unimaginative worlds. On the first - which 
we'll call 'forest w/f/7oi/f castle' - we face monkeys, 
butterflies, mice and elephants. Whether they're patrolling 
horizontally or bouncing vertically, they all follow extremely 
predictable patterns of movement so pose a negligible 
threat. You'll note that's a running theme. 














World two - 'forest with castle' - introduces knights, goldfish, 
strange grey-skinned otherworldly characters that defy 
description, more elephants and spiders. 













World three - 'forest at?//? as castle with gingerbread houses' - 
brings forth rabbits, bears, no-necked snowball-headed multi¬ 
coloured goons (or Snow Bros?) that, again, look like nothing 
on earth, which is apt I suppose - we're not in Kansas 
anymore, Toto. Everything is snow-capped giving the 
impression we've been here so long that the season has 
changed. It certainly feels that way! 
















If Doofus croaks Tim does too, and vice versa, making us 
twice as vulnerable as we would be otherwise. Perfect. Add 
that to the one-hit death system and we're the most pitiful 
pair of chocolate teapots imaginable. 

Gameplay fails to evolve one iota in terms of challenge or 
mechanics as we progress, and as we've seen, the 
environments are only scarcely re-decorated between levels. 
Pulling the old festive avalanche of snow trick to disguise 
copied and pasted tilesets fools no-one. 

"And nothing ever happens, nothing happens at all 
The needle returns to the start of the song 
And we all sing along like before..." 

Oh, I tell a lie. We do move forwards - technically we have no 
choice seeing as we can't return to an area once the screen 
has scrolled past it. When did you last see that in a game 
that isn't a forced-scroll runner/flapper, orshmup? Super 
Mario Bros? Psycho Fox? 










Even Xenon II lets us nudge the screen back a bit. The upshot 
is that if weTe reliant on a platform to reach a certain height 
and we miss our cue, we're up the creek without a St 
Bernard's whiskey barrel. 

Otherwise, one level is pretty much the same as the next, as 
we might expect from an amateurish PD game, not a £28 full 
pr/ce title. That's actually beyond^uW price; if 'premium 
price' had a bracket this would be squarely inside it. Maybe 
the publisher thought a Prestigious label demanded a 
prestigious price tag to match. 

Things end rather abruptly upon completing the 12th stage 
with no real resolution to speak of. 


















"Well done! You did a great job!!", the finale screen informs 
us as the scene scrolls downwards to a static picture of Tim 
and Doofus looking exceptionally pleased with themselves. 
What did we do exactly? How does walking into the edge of a 
screen take us home? 






The end. That's that then. Unless of course we waited a year 
for X-ample Architectures to revamp Doofus for DOS, and 
began our adventure all over again. 







It incorporates updated sound and graphics that look far less 
colourful and endearing than their Amiga counterparts, and 
precisely the same bland gameplay. No-one appears to have 
been interested in importing DOS Doofusfrom Germany, or 
at least it didn't garner enough enthusiasm to warrant an 
English review at the time of release. 






























If this were a gaming court, evidence submitted in Doofus' 
defence would be minimal; the presence of simultaneous 
sound effects and a couple of repetitive, throwaway music 
tracks, and some OK parallax scrolling. It's not nearly enough 
to keep it out of the slammer to serve a life sentence for 
committing serial boredom-induced homicide, and eventually 
being wheeled out on a gurney to play itself in purgatory. 

Normally if a game is this dull I could spin-off a retrospective 
to explore some other tenuously linked tangent to make it 
worth publishing. You know, kind of like a 'concept' review. 
Huh. 

I've never been so stuck for inspiration as I have while 
researching Doofus. The development studio that produced it 
did nothing else worthy of casting an eye over, the game 
wasn't based on anything in particular, doesn't include any 
clever in-jokes or allusions, and does nothing remotely new. 
I've literally got nothing mth which to work. In fact. I'm not 
even going to post this, it's going straight in the bin 
alongside Doofus. Worst. Article. Ev-errrr. 






